The George Sand-

those of the past, who had neither country nor justice, have
not succeeded and the International will founder because it is
in the wrong. No ideas, nothing but greed!

Ah! dear, good master, if you only could hate! That is
what you lack, hate. In spite of your great Sphinx eyes,
you have seen the world through a golden color. That comes
from the sun in your heart; but so many shadows have arisen
that now you are not recognizing tilings any more. Come
now! Cry out! Thunder! Take your great lyre and touch
the brazen string: the monsters will flee. Bedew us with the
drops of the blood of wounded Themis.

Why do you feel "the great bonds broken?" What is
broken? Your bonds are indestructible, your sympathy can
attach itself only to the Eternal.

Our ignorance of history makes us slander our own times.
Man has always been like that. Several years of quiet deceived
us. That is all. I too, I used to believe in the amelioration of
manners. One must wipe out that mistake and think of oneself
no more highly than they did in the time of Pericles or of
Shakespeare, atrocious epochs in which fine things were done.
Tell me that you are lifting your head and that you are think-
ing of your old troubadour, who cherishes you.

CXCVL    To GTJSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CROISSET

Nohant, 8 September, 1871

As usual our letters have crossed; you should receive today
the portraits of my little grandchildren, not pretty at this
period of their growth, but with such beautiful eyes that they
can never be ugly.

You see that I am as disheartened as you are and indignant,
alas! without being able to hate either the human race or our
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